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Angel of Dulness, sent to scatter round
Her magic charms o'er all unclassic ground :
Yon stars,, yon suns, he rears at pleasure higher,
Illumes their light, and sets their flames on fire,
Immortal Rich ! how calm he sits at ease
'Mid snows of paper, and fierce hail of pease ;
And proud his mistress' orders to perform,
Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the storm,
" But lo !  to dark encounter in mid air
New Wizards rise ;  I see my Gibber there !
Booth in his cloudy tabernacle shrined,
On grinning dragons thou shalt mount the wind
Dire is the conflict, dismal is the din,
Here shouts all Drury, there all Lincoln's Inn;
Contending theatres our empire raise,
Alike their labours, and alike their praise.
" And are these wonders, son, to thee unknown ?
Unknown to thee ?  these wonders are thy own.
These fate reserved to grace thy reign divine,
Foreseen by me, but ah ! withheld from mine.
In Lud's old walls though long I ruled, renowned
Far as loud Bow's stupendous bells resound;
Though my own aldermen conferred the bays,
To me committing their eternal praise,
Their full-fed heroes, their pacific mayors,
Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars;
Though long my party built on me their hopes,
For writing pamphets, and for roasting popes;
Yet lo ! in me what authors have to brag on 1
Reduced at last to hiss in my own dragon.